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main effectives of the French navy were concentrated in the
Mediterranean. England's great dreadnoughts, fast battle
cruisers, scouting fleets, and schools of smaller craft swung
peacefully at anchor, held there by statesmen self-deluded in
the belief that the war menace might still be averted. Con-
versations were still passing between London and Berlin, and
Great Britain still lay neutral, although at this very moment
the irresistible forces of Germany were flowing like rivers into
Belgium, and the Belgians were even then beginning to fall
back on the fortresses of Namur and Liege.
And that twenty-two-mile strip of water, England's com-
munication with the Continent—who was to defend it? Like
a tiny rat terrier about to bait a bulldog, Rear-Admiral
Rouyer steamed at top speed to fight the Battle of the Pas de
Calais.
The French admiral believed—in fact, he was definitely
certain—that the great fleet of the Germans was already
steaming toward the Pas de Calais—dreadnoughts, armored
cruisers, battle cruisers, light cruisers, destroyers, and sub-
marines—and behind this, Rouyer could logically assume,
were lumbering massive transports filled to overflowing with
the same gray-green fighting material which was at that very
time driving through Belgium.
Rouyer, his officers, and every man aboard the French
fleet knew that they were outranged and outgunned, and
that the enemy, when and if his smoke smudges began to
appear on the horizon, would come crushingly on with a
tragic superiority in weight and numbers.
The French fleet reached its battle position in the Pas de
Calais at 4 o'clock on the afternoon of August 4th. At 6 p.m.
three divisions of British torpedo boats left Dover Harbor
and steamed across the strait toward the Flanders Banks. Two
or three of these ships passed close to the cruiser Jeanne d'Arc,

